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"Me and My Soviet Friend Vika " 
Blanka Hamptova, Czechoslovakia 


Dear Editor' 

I urge you to print this letter so that 
parents and children may learn from the 
misfortune that befell my friend at a carni- 
val shooting gallery Some boy accidental 
ly fired at my friend and the pellets struck 
him in the eyes, blinding him for life 
I think the carnival owner was also to 
blame for having the game in the First 
place But he went unpunished. Our coun- 
try doesn’t have any laws that would make 
him liable for such accident. Please, 
fathers, mothers and all you grown-ups out 
there do everything you can to see that 
carnivals and amusements parks are prohi 
bited from allowing guns and other types 
of toys that can maim kids 

JORGf DOUGLAS M£NO€Z. Pvrv 


>••••••••• 


Hey kids, did you notice 
the pretty drawing on 
the front cover? It was 
sent to us by a little gi 
from Romania - 
Rosea She titled it We 
Want Peace 1 ” These 
pages are filled with let 
ters and nifty drawings 
from young readers of 
other countries 

Long-time readers of 
Misha know that each 
issue contains pages 
like these Kids not only 
draw, they make up 
stories, poems and rid 
dies whicr> Misha >s de- 
lighted to publish This 
issue is somewhat spe- 
cial m that it consists 
almost entirely of mail 
we’ve received 

Our children's poems 
and riddles form a 
whole mini book, then 
there are illustrated 
stones sent in by 
friends of Misha wri 
ters and journalists, 
Misha also offers you 
answers by experts 
your inquisitive quei 
tions 

Misha absolute!' 
loves to get letters. The 
reason is simple they 
help us with our work 
Boys and girls write in 
to tell us what they like 
or don’t like about our 
magazine and what 
they would like to read 
in future issues. So you 
see. the more letters we 
get with comments, 
requests. drawings, 
poems and so forth, the 
more interesting our 
magazine is Please, 
give Misha a hand 
read an issue or two of 
our magazine, then 
send us a letter telling 


What you would like 
to read about, who you 
would like to know 
more about and which 
folk or fairy-tales you 
would like us to publish 
Send us your draw- 
ings. stones, riddles 
and poems 


'Home lor Misha and Its Friends 
Kimmo Bellmann, Sweden 


"The Tent in 
Andrea Cellini, 


” I've Come to You From a Fairy- "Lion” Prashant Sengal. India 
Tale Monika Stelmach, Poland 


MISHA's Mailbag 
Editorial office. 8, Ulitsa 
Moskvina, Moscow 
103772, USSR 
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Well don't just «it ltt«*tt5 lower * atnng into it 
then lick off the ail It a delicious! 

Delu K*u» it ri 0 ht I cl never lasted anything 
like t( before 

But then suddenly Atter yells out Run for 
U' Tigeis here*' 

And Atter was off like a shot Well, it took 
me a teoond or two to realise wnm was going 
on Attei all. I had |utt bad a hill meal and was 
feeling stuffed But as soon as I saw those two 
big eyes glowing in the dark I realised that 
a tiger cat was about to lunge at met Fnyh 
tened out of my wits I dropped to the ftooi and 
hightailed it between some baskets and 
bottles. 

The cat kept right at my heels, toppling 
everything in its path, including the bottle of 
olive oil The floor was so slippery that I fell 
and had all I could do to wriggle into a narrow 
passage between two large bottles that had 
been propped against the wall. The cat ran 
smack into a bottle, whacked its head and let 
out a furious howl. 

Suddenly the cellar fell deathly silent 
Thinking that perhaps the cat had tired of 
chasing me I peered out cautiously from my 
refuge Tiger lay motionless on the floor with 
his eyes closed, pretending he was asleep But 
then the tip of his tail twitched just enough to 
give him away. 


And you snow it was mat very tad that 
saved me The bp of it was right over 
a mousetrap just like the one my friend had 
demonstrated to me A desperate thought 
entered rny mind Trying not to make even the 
slightest stir I inched my way through tti# 
nanow passageway between the bottles and 
the wad seized a twig tying on the floor and 
shoved it as hard as I could into the piece of 
cheese which lay nght next to the cat s tad 

THWAPM 

There was a terrible wad Than I saw the 
cat utterly overcome with pern and fury bolt 
off with the mousetrap clamped onto its tad 
At this point who should show up out of 
nowhere but Aster 

"Bully for you 1 That's the spirit* Marvell 
ouv Dewdrop. you were simply marvellous' 
Now we can rest assured that Tiger won t 
show his mean puss around here for a while 
It'll be one long feast for us from now on.' 

This time, however. I was not to be taken 
in. 

"listen." I said to Aster "You can have 
your cheeses and sausages I think I'll stick to 
my grass and berries I. for one. can do with- 
out these ghastly experiences!" 

Believe me. a peaceful life -simple as *t 
may be— is the most precious thing in the 
world. 






A RUN-IN WITH A CAT 


Drawings by LEVON KHACHATRIAN 


My name s Dewdrop I'm a fieldmouse and if 
there's one thing I'm afraid of. it's cats and 
mousetraps That a why l steer dear of places 
where people live 

One fine morning when I was strolling 
about not far from my burrow, wondering 
where I could pick up some breakfast, I ran 
into my old friend Aster who told me that he d 
moved mto an old woman's home where there 
was plenty of good food end it was all there 
for the taking 

'But surely there are mousetraps and cats 
there?" I sard 

"You can always outsmart mousatraps and 
there a only one cat His name's Tiger. All you 
heve to do ie stay out of his eight and you've 
got it made. my friend remarked with 
a chuckle 

Aster's saM assurance was so emboldening 
that i decided to follow turn home He took me 
down into the celier end showed me around. 
Wow* l couldn't believe the selection cheaeee 
and sausages galore* 

You see rh.s Dewdrop?" Aster asked 
pointing to a strange Object It s a mousetrap 
4 


If you try to walk off with that piece of cheese 
there, you're a goneri But if you go about my 

way ..." 

And the spunky mouse took a twig and 
thwacked the cheese for all he was worth The 
mousetrap instantly snapped shut, crunching 
the twig Aster then calmly removed the 
cheese, broke off a piece for me and ex 
claimed "You see? Nothing could be simpler!" 

I was rapturous. Forgetting all my fears, 
I proceeded to gorge myself. It was positively 
scrumptious! Then Aster suggested that I sam- 
ple some olive oil. 

We mice have a prodigious liking for olive 
oil I go bananas over it myself 

In the corner stood several unopened bott 
les of oil Grabbing onto a mesh covering we 
clambered up the neck of the bottle, only to 
discover that it was sealed with a large cork 
But then Aster pulled out a small round piece 
of the cork he had already gnawer! out a hole 
and then concealed it? 

"A ton of work went Into making ibis bole 
and than camouflaging it 1 Aster noted wiiti 
"But it was woiii. Hu- i * 
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R0ADBU1LDER 


Wc received this story 
from SNEED 0 COLLARD 
of California. USA 
illuatrations for 
by IGOR 


F/*5fr 

Onr diiy. Jimmy got an idea 'I think I'll build 
a rood h»' said He decided to build his road by 
widening the path that already went to the pond 
Tht' path went through a grove of trees, across the 
wild oats 


a shovel and a rake, Jimmy went to work 
moved many fallen sticks and logs. He even cut 
down a sapling. Jimmy dug up many of the oats 
and forced a family of field mice to leave thoir 


The road grew to the foot of Rabbit's Hill. ’What 
are you dorng?" asked Rabbit 'I'm building a road 
to the pond," Jimmy replied 'Why?* "To make 
a bigger place to walk on." "The path seems just 
the right size how it is," said Rabbit 'Besides. 


don't you care that you cut down that little tree and 
moved the family of field mice?' This made Jimmy 
mad. 'There are plenty of places for the field 
mice,* he said. 



built a road around the pond. Soon, 
he even built roads between all the other roads. 
Then he widened the roads to make them even 
bigger. 


admire n. "What do I do next?” he wondered A 
he decided to build another. 'I think I'll build a rc 
to tf'e horse pasture * The horses didn’t see « 
reed for s road but they said nothing. Then he ( 



Then came the rains. They washed away all the dirt 
and carved big ditches in everything — including 
Jimmy’s wonderful roads. "Roads may look fine 
and wonderful for a while, but they don't give you 


a place to live," said Rabbit. "Or grass to eat,' said 
Horse. "Or water to drink,* squeaked Mice. "In the 
end, roads aro just roads,' all the animals said 




Jimmy was crushed. But then he got another idea. 
'Can I build a road over Rabbit’s Hill? I promise it 
will be the best road in the world with wide, wide 
surfaces and the flattest..." "No," said the animals. 
"We have a path over Rabbit’s Hill and that is 


enough!' Jimmy turned and walked away 
unhappily. "Jimmy!' Rabbit called. 'We're going 
to plant trees and grass where all your roads used 
to be. Can you help us?" 


Jimmy looked out over the broken, muddy earth 
and began to miss all of the trees and the oats 
fields and wished they were all back again. 
Together, the animals and Jimmy set to work 
making the earth beautiful again. The animals 


planted trees and flowers and wild oats, 
used his bulldozer to fill in the ugly ditches and 
holes. Soon, in fact, Jimmy worked harder to cover 
up his roads than he had worked to build them in 
the first place. _ 


Scanned by CamScanner 




C*»*> 

■* *? V t tv.' 

*»»•« O»o»v * )« 

’■»■».» »*>• yXU'J *■ / *"3 

t Mil *»■»•>• f»l#* N« 

*<• 

►*»><» *•* 6*, 

» ++r*>} 

MJV** A»<’tX *<,~*~* 
*■'•■* . • , «- ► « 

«*. *«% 

«**''• . .. > **• - .*■ r-# * .» 

»» ■* '» *«• Vt-** k »<? 

•<•■ ( . •• »*• * • >*)» 


THE MIRACLE-WORKER 


TV»\ 


A'*to’s readers wli goon 
fnd out what. 8*tfr »;? 
hap?*rve<3 to The Speckled 
Hen Mean**^ we c*fer 
YXXi 8 r^w wort by Kup- 
Kanoy-h:* photo rhustntior. 
to the famous faive "Crew 
e*xJ Fox'. Ana t*vs is how the 
fab*e goes- 

Crow, on a fir-tree sitting. 
Was lost in pleasurable 
thoughts 

Of how nice the cheese 
would taste 

(She held H in her beak). 

A: as. for was running by in 
haste 

And. fas cmeted by the sme*t. 
Fox stepped dead. 

The cheese’ h wifi be 
mint 1 ' fashed through his 
head. 

'you're a beauty, 

H there ever was one, I vow,* 

He presents addressed Crow. 
Tour plumage s exquisite. 

your beak sublime - 
Td just give anything 
to hear your voice divine!' 
In answer to such praise. 
Crow tawed. 

The th*e*e wert down, of 
tours*. 

Fc* , e*» on h s p»ey 
Arid very soon wm f t< away 


Scanned by CamScanner 



THE HOT 
SLEIGH 


f\ a o r-d-«g jp | ^ir,Vy ro *4 w N* j Pu'l ^ *OKl Ha, too, pffw vary ekSeuStad 

• *• •} »»•»* f t* hor*e w*% very w**ry I H >*n h»* eftotfS S«fH *tr*am*d down h>* <*r^ 

•*• J-* Mw-J Ko»d ,,1 rt* «h#ft *nd «So b*0»n to I 



And %o the rich man and the peasent w*»r»t through 
w;ih the »wep The rich man wot so d*UgM*d that 
h* threw in hi* *he*p*kin coet -*her all. who 


I ru*»rh a coat «n • hut sleigh* The o*d m#r» t>d ©n 
I »he coat, <«a>e J h-e fating w*p *<*0 the uq-*m an 

I o« 



Sn«w lh>» >•'>! hegj*n to ,W<*«#v 1 Th# p«|t*n 
rrvfmted s*ygt> and r«.*t# on n< 1 Nki! h*e hat 
Of A t»ry r*r.h rM*> -w a hrw ,fc r»f r«XM 

rarr>a*ge *nrr*t» try and rr-w/J o>/ ‘A^i **♦ to 


warm <r to*- weather l<te !*•**“ 'Vr sie»gh r* 
hot.* The r»ch man a ayr* tit up 'How abd/t 
baring my froo «or your *»a«gh>‘ 



***^ i3 ..**' 4 ****** *? **** fa,ch • ‘'"V* * I «*r <V*y 1 won t mf, thy wdhout the »***# 


~ ^ « vou fMrada Vw^i ^ Zgh r<** 

another ov« that l be eve-* h.esw** *H**e It yrxa j troea ' 



The rich man bad* hi* coachman onto the *t**gh I that* e«xt r-« set the«* unb» h»» ik n wt« **-»* *">m 
and he himself stretched out. removed hi* hat and I rh* coid "Step on ft'* he barked a* the coechman. 
gloves and waited for the sle»gh to heat up He sat I 'O fm going to turn mt© an icicle •* 



The <oe?h»r f an togged at the ram*, and craved h,« 
wh.p ur*t*t beads ot »w«*t formed ©n h»* brow But 
th* bo's* nnJd herd** st*n<j on »ts feet Meanwtw* 
lh# r<h man * teeth rhatterad hie easterns 


Seeing that mere was nothing more to be done ha 
leaped off the hot sleigh and desh-ad home to 
wa*m up. 


to 


11 
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LET'S PLAV: 


WITH A BEAR 


' \v->L yi 


H2ve you ever read any of the fairy-t*^ t . 
we?)-kncwn West German story-teiler rw. 
Pr?jss ! er? When he was a boy he used to 
c owns at camrvift entertain crowds with a named 
tear Now as a g'ewn-up he offers Misha's reader 
a game with a bear. 

Don't worry, it'* nothing to be af*ad cf. One c * 
vou wifi be the bear. Make a mask and c,-* 
to play the pan Then choose someone to be the 
powx Don’t forget to make a b^ht hat 
clown to wear 

The game can be played any p‘ace where 
these s lots of room to move around. P'efe'ab^ 
Outs<oe Any number c* s*ds can p:rv Ev^ycne 
stand* n a crde The down i*aos in the pear **\ 0 
oa-s good and toad 
K»ds 

C<o*~ ckm\ come eve* *>■? 

Aid bnng rv pe** yrro me nry 

W* wan? ro «e dance iv sr^ 

Cow-., 

A* o' rt>. come vnr 
Tc per i fine *<•* Pm* 

he 7 «nr enp r«v- amp gamPcy pa«o^e 
A*'*: men n« T as* tr pm he more 
The ter dances r a cri-e Tbe kos nap tret 
fcrrit 

iff c‘ a’ see now 
*Pu ne*v erw now 


else can your bear do 7 And the down replies. 
*Oh. he can do lots of things!' 

The k ; ds tell the bear to do different things- 
jump on one foot, move backwards on all fours, do 
a somersault. Each t.me the bear performs a trick 
the clown praises him or her with a Bravo, 
Bravissimo! 

The bear carries out a few orders, roars and 
shakes his head. 

Clown: 

Come on, dancing bear, dance some more. 

Bear: 

/ danced wtth joy, 

/ danced w*m grace, 

And new I ask you: 

Please take my place* 

He*e the bear taps one of TV ether children in 
the c*rde who becomes the nect bean The 
clown he ps the new bear put on me mask 
and me cape 

K»ds: 

Orwn. t.own. come ever he** 

And bring the bear into The rng m 7j 
P<ease bear pitas* bear, 

Stev here. Slav her*' 

The down r *r r ftzvs what he said me fret { 
time. And me game is repeated Wh«n 
everyone rs trad 

of piaym; me cown says: J 

Thar's a* to* r>?w 
Thar s ir iyr today. 

Wa ve tad our fax 


;> 


: .«e e t;. ?' mesrer 

Gv* j% yxr pam end Cz*z a tow. 

AV dance some tot Jrcrvce' 

“V" cm* p* tv parens eso me corn *Whje 


il ? *r had c\r p>y. 




ty WTVf SA-AE-i-S* 


fv 




t- 
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jump on one's trusty 
steed, ride like the wind, 
up, up the rugged cliffs 
towards the mysterious 
castle What boy 
wouldn't like to take 
part m adventures like 
these 7 Eleven-year-old 
Nicolas Pickard of Eng- 
land eagerly agreed 
when Sovet film-maker 
Vladimir Grammatikov 
offered him the leading 
role in the film "Mio 
My Mio" The director 
chose Nick from among 
120 other boys trying 
out for the part Nick be- 
nef'tted no doubt from 
the courses he took at 
an acting school before 
the auditions. And so 
clutching the sorcerer's 
beard Nick flies far 




MOSCOW 


NICOLAS PICKARD in 


'HrCo tori too read*? cf **SHA’* wrote Nicolas 
on Che photogreph our correspondent took. 
Scene* from the fUm ‘M*o. My Aft©* 


above the sea, makes 
h.s way through a deep 
dark forest clashes with 
an evil knight. All before 
a movie camera, of 
course The film took 
three and a half months 
to shoot. Nick spent 
some time «n the Scan- 
dinavian city cf Stock- 
holm. got to sample 
some nippy winds in 
Scohand and some 


warm zephyrs here in 
the south cf our country 
along the Black Sea, 
then he shot some seg- 
ments «n a Moscow 
studio. When tne film 
was ready to be re- 
leased Nkk came back 
to Moscow to meet with 
young audiences at- 
tending the move. 


KSENIA STREKALOVA 
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Poems and riddles sent in 
by boys and girls from 
around the world. Remove 
the page, fold along the 
red lines and cut along the 
black ones. Then glue it 
together to complete your 
mini-book. 


100 

FLOWE 


ALESSANDRO AMOROSO. 
Italy 


MIRACLES OF NATURE 

Miracles of Nature. I know quite a few- 
For example, rivers, silvery and blue. 

Grasses green, 

and groves full of orange flowers 
Sprinkled with the dew-drops 

in the eari-y hours ; 

Mountains turning violet 

in the sunset glow - 

That I call a miracle 

for alt that I know. 

Nature in its coffers 

has colours and pants galore 
I have named a few of them. 

can you add some more? 
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LETS' BOFFILL CARMONA. 
Cuba 


THE TALE OF HOW 
A BOY STOPPED 
THE STORM 


The waves grow bigger and bigger in form. 

But on strives the sailboat despising the storm 
The sails are already quite heavy and wet 
But boldly goes on the little corvette. 

Not chance of rt reaching the far away shore... 
But oh!.. No waves, no gale any more. 

No waves, no whirlpools, no rain, no hail 

What's happened ?- 

The boy has ceased being the gale. 


Pull up the curtains and look out: 

See someone roaming in the dale. 

With his old brush he's mixing colours: 
Bright-red and golden, in his pail. 

Make no noise, please take care, 

Into the street please, don’t you rush. 
Or Mr. Autumn can get scared 
And put away his magic brush. 


AUTUMN HAS COME 


VAGOALr'U r.*s AOLXS. 

Perj 


IN WINTER I SHALL 
MAKE YOU WARM 


KRISTIN DTTZEL 
GDR 


A PINCH 
OF WHAT? 


In spring f wear a Sght g*een gown. 
In summer I put on a crown. 

In winter I shaA rrMe you warm 
But for this purpose I must bum. 


JAV*L£7 CPTE-2A 
Mcaragui 


t *?5 frprr the rpc l 

“f ffi 

They add a of c »her cocihg 
W talker hr you and me 

Without it the food tastes sc range, 

A pinch of it brings d r z<cc change. 
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VERA NADAS1. 
Hurgary 


Into the orchard I step in the twilight. 

See in the grass little lights ? 

Like tiny stars they're silently twinkling, 
Winged and small fireflies. 

Blue lively lights in my palm I am holding. 
The night no longer seems dark, 

Down the path I am merrily going. 

Look! With a handful of stars! 


ABBnnEE^MK^lMHtfn 




S t EL'_A draganova. 


GOOD AFTERNOON! 


For the third year now Misha has been playing 
with you using Russian letters and words You 
'already know the alphabet and some of the com- 
mon words. But if you join our game for the First 
time don’t be at a loss: it's quite easy to solve 
crossword puzzles. Today we ll begin a trip over 
the Soviet Union starting from Moscow. A small 
boy. hero of BORIS ZHITKOV’S book ' What Tve 
Seen " will travel with us. 

HOW MY MUMMY 
GOT LOST 

I always keep asking everybody: "Why is H so 7 ' 
That's the reason I was dubbed The Why Asker 
though my real name « Alesha (Aneiua arosha). 
Once mummy and I decided to go to my g-andpa- 
rents by train. We came to a platform to get into 
our carriage (Baro« vagbn). And aM of a sudden 
I saw a woman leading a black curfy dog (co6a*a. 
sabakal on a chain. The dog had a tvg ye.low bow 
(6aHT. bant) on its head, like a little girl. I won- 
dered: 'Why is it so?" and followed them. For 
a few moments though. Suddenly I heard a por- 
ter's voice behind: "Be careful!" He was pushing 


a cart wth a trunk NieMo.aa*. ch'imadani on it. 
Afraid of being run over by this cart i ran away. 
This very moment my mummy got lost* And at 
that very instant the whole railway station (B0K3&n. 
vagzal) resounded by a thundering announcement- 
"The train is leaving'" and something e , se I burst 
out crying: the tram was leaving and mummy 
wasn't there. Then a woman came ud to me to ask 
what the matter was. I explained "Mummy iwavta. 
mamai got lost * She cheered me up promised to 
find my mother Then she brought me tc a room 
full of toys where boys and gins were &avng 
When we sat on a sofa the woman asked my name. 
‘I am Aiesha. and The Why Asker, too," I anv 
wered. She left me for a whr.e and suddenly 
I heard the same thundering vcice "A oey by the 
name Alesha The Why As*.er <s m the mother-and- 
child room " The woman came back saving: "Soon 
we ll hnd your mother." And moeed. the door hung 
open and into the room ran my mother. 1 scouted: 
"Mummy** and she embraced me. I didn't blame 
her for she wasn't guilty that the dog had a yet low 
bow. 


HOME WORK: The Russian letter "A" was lost 
together with Alesha’s mother. Put it back in the 
right place and it will help you Find out the words 
you need for the crossword puzzle. 


Drawing by ALEXANDER ARTE MOV 
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•1 Martian spaceship has landed on Earth Its monstrous 
passengers intend to conquer the world. When we left him 
■ i$f month our hero had taken shelter in a deserteil house 


THE SKIRMISH 


Adapted from H G. WELLS 
The War of lh* Worlds 
Illustrated 
by SERGEI KRAVCHENKO 

Continued from No f. f/M* 

Suddenly I heard a bark! looking out 
through the crack I saw a dog. But where 
were the Martians? They were nowhere to 
be seen. How the landscape had changed! 
The buildings were blackened from fire 
and red grass stretched h? the hori/on. 
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HOW ? WHY f WHAT f 


"WHAT KIND OF MIRACLES OCCUR?" 

asks NASTIA SIVITSKAYA 
of Moscow 



THE 

BIGGEST 

MIRACLE 


h. question our young reader from Moscow sent us Is ans- 
wered by YURI OVCHINNIKOV. Vice-President of the USSR 
kcndemy of Sciences 

(ids do vou believe in miracles? I do. And do you 
mow which miracle I think is the biggest of all? 


Isn't it amazing that when you put a seed in the 
around a plant comes up? Or that the stem that 
just pushed its way up through soil converts water 
and air into complex substances? To make chemi- 
cal changes like them at a factory you have to have 
mountains of equipment, temperatures at hun- 
dreds or even thousands of degrees. 

And what an intricate and perfect thing our 
p r gin is 1 If you were to hook up all the computers 
in the world so that they worked together they 
would still be "slower" than human brain. 

The branch of science I work in is called bio- 
organic chemistry. It studies substances that are 
only found in living things — plants, microbes, ani- 
mals and, of course, man. We all have hundreds of 
thousands of the tiniest particles or molecules in 
our bodies that are constantly interacting and 
changing. Every second, millions of chemical reac- 
tions' occur. And just think, everything that 
happens in your body can be explained by chemis- 
try 1 Why we move and where we get our energy 
from Why different substances have different 
smells How we re able to smell them. How plants 
make use of the sun's warmth. Scientists have 
discovered all these secrets. You can find them out 
from science books when you get a little older. 


, fl , r k to the seed put m soil it you piam 

Let5 ,°M ma,ze and ,« is. .n fact, a seed -you 

a k * rne Lit a mai/« pl»"t. and not 8n oat plant or ; 
Always get * 7 Bjoc hemistry has discovered 

6aY ' 3 iJr V to that question, too. It turns out that 
lh *K rlSS cell contains a special substance where 
Xmation about the plant or animal i» 
3 h ld .n a chemical code If you know the code 
Tt> ran correct what is recorded there. By doing 
mis scientists have made some bacteria produce 




something that was non-living and got a substance 
out of it that was only found in living things. Since 
then biochemists have learnt a lot. Our science 
helps fight sickness and come up with better var- 
ieties of farm plants and breeds of animals. So that 
we'll get better harvests and more food. So that 
people will live better. 

Interview conducted by 
BELLA YERMOLAEVA 
Drawings by ANATOLY DUBOVIK 
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An unusual parachute has been developed in 
West Germany, tt has a propeller and small 
engine. With this parachute, a jumper can go 
up as well as down. 


In the far northern town of Pevek in Chukotka. 
USSR, scientists are Finding out how firm ice 
is with the help of data from satellites and 
maps of bear tracks. The ice is especially firm 
where there are no bear tracks. 


A: the aeronautics centre at a university in 
Colorado. USA the amazing abilities of ordi- 
nary dragonflies are being studied. These 
insects can fly straight upwards, increase 
soeed instantly and hang motionless in the 
a>r 


A real " ant capital ' is located on the Japan- 
ese Island of Hokkaido. The 45.000 anthills 
that make up the “city 4 " are linked by roads. 
Scientists have figured out that this unusual 
capita I has 360 million " inhabitants 
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One day Kizhavan was strolling in the woods. All of carried it home. 'You can live with me until you 
a sudden he heard a voice crying, "Help!" He get better,' he said. 'Only, it's too bad I don't have 
turned around and saw a dove with a drooping anything I can feed you.' 
wing. Kizhavan picked the helpless bird up and 


The dove pecked at the rice and was healed. It flew your finger and all your wishes will be fuelled.' 
up to Kizhavan, a ring set with a stone in its beak And Kizhavan did. 'I'd like a little milk and bread 
'Piease accept my gift,' it said. 'Put the ring on now,' he said. 


a handful of rice, surrounded by diamonds. "I don’t 
need them,' the peasant thought. "Riches go hand 
in hand with envy and malice.' 


'Don't worry,' the dove replied. "A big mango tree 
grows in the forest. In the hollow of the tree you'll 
f.nd some rice.' Kizhavan went into the forest, 
found the tree end looked in the hollow. There lay 
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The words were barely out of his mouth when 
a plate of fresh bread and a cup of milk appeared 
on the table. Kizhavan ate, and crumbled up the 


bread that was left over for the dove. He lived 
happily ever after. Everything he needed he was 
given by the ring -the dove's gift. 
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ASTRID LINDGREN 

WHO NEVER TRIES 
TO TEACH 

Kids and grown-ups alike know and love Pippi 
Longstocking, Karlsson , Roni and many of the 
other characters from the books by ASTRID LIND- 
GREN. At our request ALEXANDER SICHEV went 
to see the famous Swedish author and invited her 
to visit MISHA. 

I mount the stairs to the second floor of an old 
house on Dalagatan Street in Stockholm. Astrid 
Lindgren, who was waiting in the doorway of her 
apartment to greet me, has kind eyes and moves 
with amazing ease and grace. To think that she is 
already eighty! 

'I try to write books that I would find interesting 
to read." she says. "Then, I hope, children won't be 
bored either." 

Astrid Lindgren was born in a small rural com- 
munity. She had loving parents who treated each 
other and the children with kindness and consider- 
ation. To get to school each day Astrid had to walk 
several kilometres. She did well at writing compos- 
itions. 'Why, you're a budding authoress!" the 
teacher praised her. 


I! 

\\ 



"That prophesy was made in jest, but it acci- * 
dentally came true," Astrid Lindgren laughs. g 
She did not become a writer straightaway, ■ 
though. For many years she typed for her husband. JJ 
In the evenings she would tell her children stories. * 
Somehow she never had the time to write any of * 
them down. But then, in the winter of 1944, Astrid ■ 
Lindgren slipped on the ice and broke her leg. To ^ 
drive boredom away while she was laid up, she « 
began writing down her stories: her daughter's * 
birthday was coming up and she decided to put * 
together a book for her. Astrid's daughter talked J 
her mother into sending the book to a publisher. ■ I 
And that is how the children of Sweden, and then * 
of other countries came to make the acquaintance ■ 
of Pippi Longstocking. Astrid Lindgren was almost ® 
forty at the time. However, since then she has « 
given kids a new storybook, play or film scenario ® 
just about every year. q 

"I never try to teach children, to tell them J 
what's good and what's bad,' she says. "My job is ■ 
to tell them what life's like, and they should draw • 
their own conclusions. Children need to be taken « y ;. 
seriously, even the very youngest, they need to be B 
talked to as equals. And they should always be told g 
the truth." • 

Astrid Lindgren is still working hard, writing jj 
scenarios for plays and films and putting out ilfus- ■ 
trated books. From them children learn to be kind, ^ 
fair and wise— the very words that describe the ® 
author so well. 

Stockholm (by telephone) * 
Drawing by TATIANA ILYINA { 


CHILDREN 

AND 

PARENTS 


" Granddad . when ycu were in first form did you 
solve the problems v ourself or did someone tell 
you the answer*?* Sergei asked. 

*1 solved them myself, of course. It s wrong to 
g'W sometxxty the answers ’ 

' Then solve this problem for me. please, and 
I won't give you even the tiniest hint." 
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Paulina came home from school and cheerfully 
announced: ’Now I know all the letters I I'm not 
going to read any more. I'm going to make every- 
thing up myself! " 


Gena ate spoonful after spoonful of jam when 
no one was looking and then, sensing that he l 
would be punished, brought a spoonful to his 
Grandpa 

* Have some!" 

Grandpa tasted it, and Gena's eyes grew big. 

‘Uh-ohl Now we re both going to get it from 
Grandma 1 ’ 

-a; ‘ .it 


Oleg tossed and turned, unable to get to sleep. 
“Why aren't you asleep ?" his mother asked. 

"I can't because I'm having a funny dream. ’ 


Dmitry looked out at the bare trees and said 
dreamily: "Soon the snow will melt and little green 
leaves will come flying back..." 

Compiled by LUDMILA OSTRUN 
and YEVGENI OBUKHOV 




MISHA's Little Teeses 

Drawings by VICTOR SAVIOV 
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Fi$h was sweetly slumbering on the bottom of the 
sea, when she was awakened by a gang of playful 
water skiers Furious, Fish began to chase them. 



ANGRY FISH 

By YEFIM ZAKHAROV 
Illustrated by LEONID KAIUKOV 



She wasn't able to catch Heron, Calf or Hedgehog, 
so she gave up on them and rushed after Duckling. 



Duckling flew into Fish's gaping jaws. "Breakfast!" Panting from the effort, Fish began to bring I 
Fish thought. But the skis jammed in her mouth. I jaws together. 




There she lay, thrashing her tail, tears rolling down 
her cheeks. Oh, how she wanted to be at home, 
under her snag' The kids felt sorry for Fish. They 
began fetching pails of water and pouring them 

over her. But it was of no use. Just then the 
motorboat came in to shore, and Gosling cast them 
a line. 




* The little animals tied the line around Fish's tail. 

i Gosling gunned the motor but Fish didn't budge. 

1 Calf put his head against Fish's forehead, 

Hedgehog and Duckling took hold of the line. By all 
pitching in they got Fish back into the water. 'And 
1 chased them, too. Stupid me!" she thought. 



The skis were bent further and further until they 
were two bows. Fish relaxed her jaws for 
a moment and out shot Duckling, like an arrow! He 
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flew through the air and landed with a splash not 
far from the shore. Fish leapt after him, but missed 
and came down on the sand. 


The kids were all set to go out on the water again. 
They put on their skis, but, when they tried to start 
the motorboat nothing happened. "I'll help them," 


Fish decided, and, grabbing the line in her mouth, 
she towed the boat and the whole merry crew 


Scanned by CamScanner 





f **sha 

CK&rmn't : 
ttknVn*! 



kVh»c/i of r*e equipment cjn 
These bunders use* 


Mo* many ctowns are ut-ng 
part m The show? 


THE OBEDIENT HOOP 

Th:s month's lessen i« taught by 
gymna st OLGA BiCHEROVA. former 
world end European champion 


Remember how obedient the 
hoot) « in tne hands of a gymnast? 
Weft, rr.ate frx-ods with ft and you. 
too. can ma** it and your body do 
wf.at you want 

A Visit to Aunty Owl 
Mold the hoop wth one hand. 
To d mb into the "hollow" you'll 
have to catch »t with your other 
hand. Otherwise you won't get in 
to see her. 

Happy Birthday. Chick! 

Put the hoop on the floor, stand 
in the middle, and raise the hoop 
to your knees. It's time for the 
chick to climb out of its shell. Step 
over the hoop, raising your feet 
h*gh Don t faK* 

The Top 

You can onty do th,s exerase 
on a very smooth Poor. S t on the 
Poor in the middle of the hoop 
w.th your legs straght out in frerrt 
cf you. Ra se your legs, push off 
wnh your hands and spm. Make 
a full arc f «. ard ms ke sure your 
legs don't touch the hoop* 

Wild Horse 

S«C.ng in th* middle of the 
hoop, put your har*ds on the Poor 
n front of yo o k<ck your legs out. 
fcevond the hoop. Then hop back 
in the hoop 


1 
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NHSHA's Stadium 
Drawings 

by NIKOLAI SHCHERBAKOV 



